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Asleep in the Spring Night 


Breezes of the spring night flow 

Through the open window of the bedroom 

Where I fall toward deep 

And nearly dreamless sleep, 

Opening space beneath me with each breath -- 
Exploratory, slow, 

Falling through circles widening still more 

Around the pebble of the I that falls 

As through the layers of the lidded eye, 

Ply after ply 

Stripped off and still no core 

But yet the voice and echo 

Of another I 

And the receding breath and heartbeat sounding near, 
Confused with something, infinitely far, 

I after I after I -- 

As through a needle's eye 

Or through the opening outward of breath's open door. 


Silence possesses me, and yet not death; 
Sources echoing through my fall. 

Do I touch the timeless and the time-filled both? 
..systolic-dyastolic rhythm of the All. 


Weightlessly burdened, free, unbound 

And bound within the circuit of my 

Breath and body and mind's eye, 

Listening, unconscious, filled, 

I touch the groundless hallowed ground -- 

A single drop of semen and the wind-striated 


Empty sea, 

The audible trickle 

And dark water scent and chill 

Of small small streams 

Run through the massed body of my rainy leaves and 
wet leaf-smell, 

And fainter and then fainter still, 

Too-real cries and screams and calls 

Come from a tiny recess in the dark receding wood. 


And still 

The cool spring night is just one onward flow of 
breath. 

The silence is still silence, 

Yet not silence. 

How can I tear myself 

From this darkness? 

Though yet it is not here, and I not there. 

The sources run beneath me, sources and yet not. 

A strong gust takes possession now and batters 

At the night's four corners 

In the room where, 

Like a daytime cornered bat, 

My heartbeat 

Knocks and knocks against the dark walls 

Wanting but not wanting to be let out. 


Waking Up 


Light 

Has no age 

And neither does the night. 

I lie here with my head 

Beneath the open window, 

Glancing briefly at the clock beside my bed, 

And listen as the movements of the day 

In distant, soft, and random sounds 

Come through the sand-colored, sun-illuminated 
shade 

Which I've pulled up half-way. 

Cars pass down in the street. 

In the city, people go about their day, 

Following their devious 

Undeviating crooked paths, 

Becoming them, 

Darkly and predictably, 

Their movements tortuous 

And crazed 

And deviantly, rationally straight. 


Yet in my room 

Now full of light 

And lilac-scented late spring air and, now, 
Within the quiet fury of this light 

Becoming subtly 

More free, 

I feel and touch, desire 

And -- opening -- recall my own intelligence, 
Excitedly reflect on -- breathe -- 

And -- knowing, certain -- 


Feel the splendor of existence, 
Its freedom 
And sudden clarity. 


Contained within 

These now-originating walls, 

This space that listens 

And the light that calls, 

I recognize my body, mind, and energy 
As living paths of these 

Unliving, never-to-be-touched 
Immensities. 


Lying here, thinking, 

My face warmed by the sun 

That comes in here beneath 

The tapping shade still half-way down, 

I look up through 

The burning spaces of the bright spring day 
And its unearthly, startling blue. 


I hear 

The movements 

Of the street 

Outside, like me 

Just recently released from night 
And likewise 

Certain to return to it -- 

Out of the realm of time 

And into it again: 

The day, the night, the night, the day, 
A movement that itself must be 
Apart from and part of time. 


Wondering, 

And feeling the sunlight 

Warm upon my skin, 

Seeing it with my now closed eyes, 
I stretch 

And open my arms out wide 

To take light in. 

And then I rise 

And pull the shade up all the way. 


At Midday 


In the dimness of my room, 

Amid broad day, 

Thinking of those outside, and listening, 
I rose to open wide the doors of light. 


And light fell inward 

Mapping the whole room, 

Its dust about the radiating pane -- 
Particles of being, energy, 

Filling the awakened room's interior 
With bright external splendor. 

Light set its golden step 

Across the blonde oak floor. 

The room was visibly more real. 

I heard and felt, I glimpsed 

The secrets in the dial of the sun, 
Rapt and entangled in the filament 
That led -- and held me captive -- 
Through the labyrinth whose turnings 
Turn to darkness, whose center, 
Centerless, is visible radiance. 


I saw two twining rivers of light 

With droplets, like beads of sweat, 

A golden trickle, like honey pouring, 
Ascending and descending, 

Twining around 

The gold chain from the sun -- 

Oceanic shattering silence 

Pouring down, echoing 

Beyond the last listening 

And whispered rumor of thought-silence 


And the suddenly agonizing 

Blueness of unearthly sky -- 

As I, the absorbed, 

The quieted, the soon-to-be-extinguished, 
Watched and witnessed: 


A burning like 

A burning cotton filament, 

Visible, invisible, 

Not hotter and not brighter 

Than the sun, though hot and bright, 
Finer than the finest hair, 

Real and unreal, hallucinated 
Tendrils of light-filaments, 
Fate-trellised, mortal-darkened, 
Dream ivy from the center point 

Of sun, climbing its dream lattice, 
With choruses of choiring voices 
Twining upward, slowly 

Rising, incessant, ringing 

In the silent noon, turning 

Inward and around and 

Downward to coil the still 

And mountainous weightlessness, 
The center-point of earth: 

A fine thread, infinite, 

Eternal, indestructible, 

Supporting the whole earth 

Yet finer than the finest blade of grass 
And frailer than a grass blade's whitest root. 


Power and splendor of the task 

Of human life on the earth -- 

I knew this then, whatever else I knew, 
Mystery and splendor of our life on earth. 


The Cornfield at Sunset 


The cornfield ripples and foams beneath 
The sunlight and wind, 

It is crossed with moving shadows 
From horizon to horizon. 


In the evening light 

The swaying cornstalks are dark, almost burnt, 
And in the slanted rays of the sun 

Some are nearly black. 

The beards of corn silk 

Make sparks of copper 

In the red-orange light. 


Now the field's convex surface 

Is dented with bright wind-streaks. 
Shadow-fissures open and flow 
And then disperse 

As the green mass smoothes again. 


The windy surface ripples, the field-waves flake, 
The field cracking open in all directions, 

And then there are just rows of stalks swaying 
With quick shadows among them. 


In the deepened light 

The field ripples like a pelt. 
Shapes appear and disappear, 
Glimmering briefly 

In its ranks of waves. 


Along the road a boy is riding his bicycle 
He looks like a small black bead 

Against the orange light of mid-sunset 
That now is streaming outward 

From the setting sun. 


Soon though it settles beyond the distant hills, 

Flattening and huge 

Amid its hem of burnt sticks. 

The intensity of light increases, darkening the world. 

The sky grows deeper, opening, 

Streaming with radiance -- with orange and opal and 
yellow-green, 

And the distant hills are blackened as the air 

Is tinted with auroral light. 

The breeze picks up, 

Then suddenly is still. 


And then it blows again. 

Wind from the sunset 

Shivers the dark green blades. 

Flocks of crows 

Wheel and float above the field 

Like cinders blown up from a fire. 
Cumulus clouds like luminous marble 
Amass and tatter and flow on 
Through areas of fiery orange, 
Bearing the streaming of mid-sunset's light 
In rays around their edges. 


Suddenly, 

A crow rises from the field. 

Against the sun 

It loses outline and is gone -- a flake of ash 
Blown from a fire aloft, 

Fluttering to an incandescence and then 
Melting in the air. 


What will the cornfield be 

Without fire, 

Beneath the nacre of the moon? 

At night, when the wind 

Is full of empty space, and cold, 
When it blows through fields of corn 
As though through empty fields? 


The cornfield ripples and foams beneath the sunlight 


and wind.... 


Mothlight 


It is late 

In the mid-summer night 

As we walk through the quiet side-streets. 
Indigo shadows fall over us, 

Silver and grey. Amber street lights. 

Dry millers the color of parchment 

In the spider's web, 

And the blue moth takes wing. 


Through the deep overhang 

Of the trees -- 

Magnesium necklace of moon-shatter 
Sparkling beyond the leaf-scrim. 

As we pass through the arcade of maples, 
The stainless steel moon-flash 

Is distant above. 


Through the leaf-doors 

Of the darkness, what is there? 
Beyond, where 

Dimensions of night-silence 
And bright loneliness stir. 
Wind-mixing of starry trees. 
Unearthly night scent. 


And at some point -- but when? -- 

We move 

Through the mirror reflection 

Of the night-well's glimmering surface. 


Choiring voices 

From trees ancient and common. 
Moonshine and graphite 

Of the bluish street, 
Shadow-corroded. 


We hear 

The silence 

Of the blue midnight air. 

The nape of neck tingling 

Of the hemlock's scent, 

And the depths of grief hidden inside it, 
Tiny depths 

Leading inward and nowhere. 


We breathe again, we breathe 
Again and again 

So deeply and deeply, for 

Where else could we be? 

Yet this world is never the world. 


The eyes 

Of the moth's wings, dusty 

With earth dust. 

Black moths 

Collect in the realms 

Of the laden night trees 

That shiver and hush 

In the summer's embracing and low 
constellations. 


Eyes in the bark watch 
As we tread the moon-ash 
Of the grove. 


Time's ear is held close to the night. 
The night abides inside its listening. 


A narrow space opens 

Where we walk with no path, 

Where all is in unceasing growth spilling 
onward, 

Tangling itself, 

Reaching inward and outward 

And down. 


The silence 

Of night-space 

Breathes outward and out 

And falls back on itself -- 

Around each tiny twig and black leaf, 

Every tree root 

And every white grub in the soil, 

The black ant on the bark, 

The amber moth's moon-possessed flight 
through the darkness. 


Autumn in the Old Town 


In the autumn fields at the edge of town 

The garden plots are yellowing and ragged, gold and 
rust-eaten, 

Tanning in the evening light. 

But vegetables are still on the vines, 

And the last of them now are taken in. 


The evening gardeners crouch and kneel in the sunset. 
Sunlight flashes from a straw hat’s brim 
Or glares from the windshield of a truck. 


Curling and orange-spotted leaves fall from the bean 
vines 
Parchment-yellow leaves drop slowly from the drying 
stems, 
Rakes and hoes are piled in a corner near the shed 
With canvas gloves and grey spools of twine. 


The fields beyond roll away in all directions -- 

In the sunset's light, 

The stilled and outstretching breakers of grass 

Are amber and reddish brown. 

Black tire tracks break off in empty side lots, 

Dark green trees crowd the ochre hills in the distance. 


I walk along silently, 

My steps are soft in the cool grass, 

And gratefully I breathe in the cool evening air, 

The musty dry scent of the garden, the acrid wood 
smoke, 

The scent of ground warmed by the sunny days 

And cooled by chill nights. 


The breeze is cool and gets colder, 

And sails of the flocking cumuli 

Catch the sunset -- 

Mauve clouds and pink, luminous yellow-bronze, 

Blue tints on the glowing white gypsum, and the late sun 
Colors the fields 

Copper and dimly burning orange-gold. 


Where is the path when there is none? 


In the gold streams of the sunset 

Over the twilight of the copper-green fields my shadow 
steps out 

Far ahead of me-- beaming across, 

From the dark furrow to the grass in the ditch. 


At the edge of the field the wild apple trees 
Catch the wind and light in their branches. 
Their shadows on the grass are a wire cage in the 
slanting light, 
The grass's gold deepens to amber until it fades, 
receding to a dense floating gray. 


I hear the last bird cries calling before the sunset stills 
them. 

Then a raked-over bed of coals 

Burns in the far crack of the hills. 

Slowly the black shapes of the trees 

Are the trees themselves, but darker. 


The world grows more remote and continues 
without me. 


Ballad 


On the old road from Chaumont 

I have met one walking, walking 
On the old road from Chaumont 
Across the parched green fields 
And the burning yellow fields 

I have met my own ghost walking 


In the thick dust of the summer 
Soundless on the distant road 
Yellow on the moon-dust road 
In the blue florescent moonlight 


With two hollow sockets for my eyes 
With a dry cicada's shell 

With a gourd of saw dust for a skull 
With a paper bag of saw dust 


Many times the crickets rang, 
Over and over in the silence 

In the darkness of my mind 
(Never, never let them in!) 

All along the old macadam road, 
Blue and silver old macadam, 
Silver coins of moonlight rang 


On the old road from Chaumont 
I have seen one walking, walking 
On the old road from Chaumont 
Over moonlit charcoal fields 
Over dust fields blown away 

I have met a young man walking 


At the Point 


Beneath the road the green and radiant sea. 
The water cracking open in the midday sun, 
All brightness beneath, constantly concealed 
With the melting wrinkled veils of white foam. 


A day of perfect clarity: clear sunlight, 

Blue of the summer's sky, this place and time, 
Here where I watch these processes of day, 
The infinite geometries — water, air and light. 


Standing here, beneath a high bright emptiness, 
The scent of water come up from the shore 

Is like a thought disclosed in every breath, 

The sheer event of life, of nameless existence. 


And far below my foot the surf breaking in 
Breaks out in waves exploding into spray, 
Punishing the rock, breaking it down, 
Making the random beauty of the surf. 


The Evening Land 


Stillness of the summer evening. 

The coolness of the air 

From the dimming flower beds 

And the watered ground, as the sun, 

Like a cry 

Dying far in distance, 

Fades beyond the house roofs, 

Echoing only faintly 

In violet-stained air. Red and copper embers 
Cool beneath charred looking hills. 


How dim the air is, how close, 

And how still. Slowly 

The evening grows silent. 

The world is distant now, and unknown, 
Small, receding, and dim, like a well, 
Its dark surface uncovered, trembling, 
Dusk-hidden. 


Fireflies 

Wink in the blackness of the yard. 

The oaks are silent, supporting their canopies. 
In the dark 

Who could tell the world's age? 

But again I drink the silence of gods 

From the wells of the oak grove. 


Going to the Well 


Frost-sun 
Orange 
On the hill's eyelid. 


II 


Trees charred with sunrise. 
Ice-vapor of my breath. 
My two feet are frozen. 


Yet I carry bright sun 
In my pail. 


Half of Life 


The afternoon is perfect in its sunlit time. 

A tree-lined residential street: no cars 

Or trucks, no taxis with their passengers. 

Here time is timeless, stilled, and silence time. 


October sunlight warm upon your skin 
Echoes through yellow corridors of leaves. 
Your body, like an open ear, receives 
Light's word and cannot help but take it in. 


Ripeness is ripening. Of its own weight 

The gold leaf falls, the apple strikes the earth. 
But now your aspirations rise -- your breath, 
Your mind and body, thirst for the touch of light. 


Morning Walk 


I get up very early. 

The sky is still dark, 

A luminous faint green 
Along the tree-line's shag. 


I'm out walking around town 
That's quiet now at dawn. 
The streets are slate-colored, 
With no buses, no cars. 


I try not to make 

Too much of things. 
Sometimes I'm nice, 

And then a son-of-a-bitch. 


A breath of morning air 

Is almost all you need, 

That and some money 

And your eyes and ears working. 


One thing I do know, 
Confirmed by long experience: 
People are liars. 

Don't let them fool you. 


Which paths lead to freedom? 
Many, not many -- 

Many and only one: 

Don't play their game. 


The world is so wide, 
Never quite what we think. 
And people aren't much. 
Don't let them fool you. 


Poppy-Snow, Speech-Silence 


Insidious and musical, 

The words of all our voices 
Crowd the night. We speak 
And speak, we live 

Only by speaking, 

And our speech collects 
Like dust in corners, 

Like the snow that falls; 
The landscape, now forgotten, 
Changed, enhanced, 

Is all we have to walk upon. 


Now footprints, though 

They never show bare ground, 
Are what we value most. 

We never touch the ground itself 
Although we sense it vaguely, 
As one feels a pain grown distant 
After the drug takes hold. 


White flakes of morphine snow, 
Causing to forget, forgotten, 
All white, like paper, 


Or like our ultimate desire. 
My two feet poppy-numbed 


With bare half-recognition, 
Despite the rushing crowd 


Of voices silent 

In the night's shell of my ear, 

The whispered clamor of the moonlit 
Spider-shadow-branches where I stand -- 


Despite these I am here, 

My feet upon the snow, 

The sea-foam of the cresting wave 
Of thought-speech-silence 

And of silenced speaking thought. 


I feel the falling snow, 

The wave on wave 

Of infinite unnumbered voices. 

Dig your own grave in snow, they say. 
My tongue upon the shovel's frozen metal, 
Placed there as though to take 

The wafer of communion snow, 

Now ripped away -- 


Despite the spurting blood -- whose blood? -- 
Despite the silence all around, 


I try to speak again. 


The Suicide 


And with all speech 

Now dead 

I lie here at the edge of sleep 

Beneath the barely known and undepicted 
Elusive 

Darkness of the night -- 

No end and no beginning, 

The living and the dead of all the ages 
And the numberless dead worlds 
Crowding the dense 

But thinly known, 

The infinitely ramifying now so 
Vacantly populated 

Night. 


How many others' thoughts 

Have entered here? 

Like tiny sand grains 

Down a well. 

How many where the barren wind 
Blows out 

The flickering and low-burnt candle light? 
And now two staring eyes, 

Two groping hands, 

The just-apparent breath, 

The liminal, the nominally 

Real. 


Now come all star-filled spaces 

At the edges of the dark. 

I say farewell to them. 

I turn to feel the earth, 

Its faintest grass with my two feet, the scent of rain, 
The touch of tangled roots, 

The crumble of black dirt, the memory 

Of worlds once known 

And lived. 


I also say farewell to these. 


The sin of non-awakening. 

Three flowers 

And the dead root of my hand 
Now given to the wind, 

Now thrown to the stream of night. 
A blind face in the dark 
Consenting to be blind. 

Blindness. Guilt. 

Blindness. 


I could not love my life. 


Sunset 


Four o'clock and bright winter sun. 
Sunset glares along the edges of the buildings -- 
Metallic winter light. 


Building and tree shadows in the crimson sun 
Are black bars lengthening, 

Fixed crosswise on the earth, 

The shadow-grating of the world. 


Shadow-bars 
Are sharp against the sun-illuminated 
Pavement. 


The shadow of the tree 

Is arteries and veins. 

The bristle of bare twigs 

Is capillary webs -- 

They waver on the pavement-aura, 
The copper-streaming glare. 


Four o'clock and bright winter sun. 


The Visit 


The old town I revisit 

After so many days -- 

Here I filled in my life piece by piece, 

Yet the picture it shows me 

Is a puzzle no less, 

Though I know all its darkening side streets 
And its leaf-shadowed ways. 


The June night is blowing 

And threatening rain, 

As I walk the dark streets 

Trying not to be seen. 

I had stood at the window 

Of the downtown hotel room: 

The city's small grid-work of lights 

And the lights down along the banks of the river 
And the clusters of lights 

On the opposite shore. 


The picture, the lived puzzle, 
Can only grow larger. 

Yet I know it so well. 

It has gathered enigmas. 

Is it only a tangle 

Of times and places? 


And yet no one is here, 
Even though everything, all is here to be seen, 
To be seen but not known. 


I must know where I've been. 


The street signs 

Grow dimmer in sight 

And in memory, 

And the streets are all tangled. 
Time confuses the nights. 


Is this really the door? 

Is this the same threshold 

Where I stood once before, 

Where I waited for her steps on the stairs? 
And yet no one is here. 

The mail box shows 

Another name in her place. 


Stories confused 

And grown dim 

Echo in the rain-blowing street. 
The oak leaves are flurried 


And fall in the rain. 
Time to go back to where I have come from. 
I must know where I've been. 


Wax on Snow 


Cut glass on snow banks, and on each tree a tap. 
The sun is warm, and the maple's sap 

Is flowing. And soon we’ll go 

To try the season's wax on snow. 


At the touch of cracked ice 

The steaming hot fluid becomes 
A translucent web that stiffens 
And congeals. 


Amber in memory, rippled 

And rugose, air-bubbled, 

And with a vague crystal structure beneath. 
Warm-cold and toffee-like between my teeth. 


Amber of memory: it preserves 

In sugary crystals 

The frozen ice-land beneath its caul, 
Melting quickly yet still palpable. 


The Wall 


One afternoon in late December I approach 
The Viet Nam War Memorial. 

Low clouds are the color of cigarette ash. 
There is a cold smoky rain. 


It's two o'clock. Translucent cauls and crusts 
Of melting ice are on the grass. 

The brown and yellow grass 

Is streaked with mud the color of wet hay. 


At the entrance to the visitors’ 

Walkway which leads to the Memorial 

A homeless man, a veteran, 

Stands with a styrofoam coffee cup held out. 


Along the broad and tree-lined boulevards 

Of the miles long National Mall 

Others of the homeless have pitched their makeshift 
tents 

Of muddy plastic tarpaulin, old blankets, cardboard 
scraps, 

An army of the Potomac, come home to stay, 

And given nervous glances by tourists 

On their way to the Smithsonian Museum, the National 

Gallery, the Hirschorn, or the Corcoran. 


The ground is soggy with cold winter rain. 

My breath smoke spools and wafts, 

Frittering away before each breath. 

In spots the grass is green. There are brown muddy 
leaves. 


At the far end of an enormous empty field, 

A sort of park, 

The Washington Monument nearly disappears 

In low cloud mist. Mathematically straight, precise, 


Yet now dim and vague, it is 

A draughtsman's sketch half erased 

And fading into graphite blur, 

The dimness of off-white, paper-colored clouds. 


Once past the shivering and begging man 
I enter the narrow path to the Memorial. 
Black paving stones 

Mark off the way as you descend. 


Each stone precisely set and spaced, 
All uniform, a dull tar-black, 

Each one the length of a man's boot, 
With measured intervals between -- 


A kind of public road 

And paved 

For anticipated and long public use, 
An unknown and unspecified many 


To follow in these steps, 

Which lead you down into the chevron 
Incised in excavated earth, a wedge, 
Geometrically precise, a granite wall, 


Set down into a pit, the wall's top edge 
Just level with the field itself, 

A granite cliff face, absolutely sheer, 
Black granite though, and highly polished 


To reflect, and to reflect remarkably. 
You cannot help but see yourself 
Reflected in its shine, 

So very like the polished black facades 


Of modernistic nineteen-sixties 
Banks; the wall's 

A dark and high-gloss mirror 
For the passers-by. 


Now halfway down the path I crouch to look. 
Behind my shoulder the others 

Are reflected in the wet black stone. 

The names are rather faint, 


Like the dimmest chalk marks 

On a blackboard, half-erased, 

And yet not quite. The beads of rain 
Have still not washed them off. 


Kenneth C. Berrier 
Reginald A. Brown 
Robert C. Burke 


Further down into the pit 
The tablets of black stone 
Are now above my head; 
I move down step by step, 


A cat stuck on a ladder, rung by rung, 

A ladder reaching down so far, 

Which must be gotten down 

While facing straight ahead. An awkward task. 


Robert D. Cicio 
Billy Joe Cole 
William F. Coleman 


Yet steadily the cold rain falls. 

Over the faintest names the rain drops hang, 
Beads of cold water on black stone. 

The rain drops hang but do not fall. 


Philip T. Lindsay 
Roland E. Moore 
Kevin S. Mulgrew 


From a distance of ten paces 

The ranks of names 

Are a blurred script, indeterminate, 
Hieroglyphic, meticulous, encoded, blank. 


My trench coat, beige, reflected in the script, 
Looks like a yellowed page of newsprint; 
The rows of letters mark my coat 

And my mirrored looming brow 


Which floats beaded with water drops 
Within the depthless space of mirror shine 
Somewhere between the fine print 

And the glossy tablets of black stone. 


The immaterial script flows 
Through my forehead. 

The wall is a funhouse mirror 
Of baffling reflections. 


Bobby C. Sutherland 
Kaley A. Somer 
Larry K. Spangler 


Three women, young and beautiful, 

Are on their way back up the path: 

Expensive winter coats, lustrous blonde hair 
Tossed and shimmering. They've had enough. 


James C. Albertini 
Larry Anderson 
Francis I. Arnett 


And here, jammed between two granite slabs, 
Someone's red plastic flower 

Is witness and memorial, 

Like saxifrage come up between the stones. 


John W. Clary 
Steven Sam Choy Ching 
Alton Smith 


So many names. Yet you always see yourself, 

With peering half-transparent face 

Or reaching with one hand 

To trace your way along the rows and rows of names, 


Perhaps to touch a name, one name. 

Some people seem to feel their way along, 
Like feeling along a hallway 

In the dark, or perhaps like reading braille. 


Or some stand back a way to judge 

And to regard, to verify the whole. 

My face leans forward to behold, 

Through beaded water drops, names of the dead. 


And so you see yourself, the other, 
Reflected in this darkness, 

In its infinitely depthless 
Mirror-realm; and yet 


You see him there not darkly 
But all too clearly now; 
You're separated here by just 
The thinnest of thin pages, 


The flowing newsprint of these names, 
The blank front page of history, 

The last page of a life, 

A page that has no other side. 


For nothing lies beyond. And nothing can. 
What, finally, is more opaque 

Than a mirror, or darker to the studied eye? 
Who knows what has been done? 


Angelo Torres 
Alan H. Zimmerman 
Leroy Hicks 


To one side of the populated wall, 

A hundred yards away, 

A metal statue of three soldiers 
Marks the other entrance to the park. 


Their wrinkled uniforms 

Are curdled with the stuccoed look 

Of crinkled bronze; copper-colored, 

Dull brown, the color of dead oak leaves. 


Their pectorals exposed by open shirts, 

Like beef cake male models, 

They seem to slap each other 

On the back, like drunks, with rough bonhomie. 


A grove of winter trees around them, 
They are like children wandering 

The barren, fabled wood -- 

Waving away annoying smoke and fumes. 


The M-79 could be a woodsman's tool, 
An axe across 

The yankee yeoman's shoulder, 

As he soberly regards what's left. 


The visitors are ordinary, burgher-like, 

Students and tourists annoyed at the inconvenient 
Cold continuous rain. 

Apparently it will not stop. 


A volunteer, a veteran himself, 

Trim, with grey and grizzled crew-cut hair 
And a shiny apple-green 

Track and field jacket and white sneakers, 


Dispenses helpful information 

To the intermittent curious 

Who mill around 

With plastic gift shop bags and colorful umbrellas. 


They see their own reflections 
In the granite wall 

Gleaming wetly in the rain 
Like a strip of celluloid. 


The granite bleeds reflections, and they come, 
These people, as though it all were real, 

To drink at the dark pit, 

The pincer shape incised into the ground. 


Yet still, they are not fooled. 

Celluloid flickerings, they know quite well 
That they're the main attraction, 

The main event, the stars, 


Come here to watch themselves 
And watch themselves be watched -- 
Pious, oblivious, sincere. 

It is a rite, and an investiture. 


It is as though a burden here 
Were laid upon their shoulders, 
Which is their diffident nobility, 
Diffident, and yet unyielding, 


For they shall not forget 

The boyish self-regard 

Of noble causes, 

The maudlin satisfactions of defeat. 


And still the cold rain falls. 

Bare branches and bare twigs 

Are capillary webs 

Against the iron-grey and blue-grey sky. 


Some visitors are led to take 

Their temporary shelter 

Underneath the pillars and high portico 
Of Lincoln's memorial nearby. 


Lincoln: silent preserver of the Union. 
The hieratic presence, reserved, austere, 
Massive, riddling, complete. 

And there, inscribed in stone: 


In this temple 
As in the hearts of the people 
For whom he saved the Union 
The memory of Abraham Lincoln 
Is enshrined forever 


And when you turn around you see 

From where you stand 

Beneath the massive pillars of the temple, 
Across the length of empty fields 


No longer green, rain-soaked 

And half in mist, directly opposite, 
The Washington Memorial 

Just barely visible in fog. 


It is a marker in the distance, 

A point of origin, 

Of departure and return, a pole, 

The one end of a circuit of some kind, 


Here, now, traversed and re-traversed 
By the current of events, 

Of history, of time, of fate. 

In the fields, black flocks of crows 


Wheel and gather and disperse, 
Alighting here and there 

On the brown grass and on bare trees, 
Calling and calling continually. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 


purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about, but perhaps 
that's a good note to end on for now. 

But what were you trying to do in these poems in 
particular? 


This volume seems to me to be transitional, an earlier 
period -- somewhat Romantic, almost Keatsian at times — 
is changing to something else. There is an influence of 
Frost and Bishop, and my underlying Christian Platonism 
and Neoplatonism shows through. 
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